©ebtcatton 

Friends whom ] love not having seen, 
Dear household faces, mine each day, 
Strong ones on whom 1, fragile, lean, 
Who hew the brambles from my way, 
Ye, whose skilled hands have lessened pain, 
And ye, who pleasure's cup have poured, 
Ye, whose wise words like autumn rain, 
My heart to freshness have restored, 
All, all who made me glad to live, 
Look on the world and call it good, 
All who would eagerly forgive 
If fault of mine between us stood, 
Accept my little book to-day 
So full of faults (else 'twere not mine), 
Amid the things I've tried to say 
Read my heart's love in every line. 
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Haocobn 

"Wrapped in the coils of vengeance undeserved, 
Thou and thy little sons beside thee there, 
Thy warning heeded not, thyself reviled, 
Thy fate believed an omen of the wrath 
"With which gods visit the strong heart 
o'er-bold 

That should essay to vie with them in worth, 
Thy martyrdom is suffered not in vain, 
If by it men are taught the indifference 
Of Nature to the unjust and the just! 
Oh! it is good that guiltless blood should flow, 
That lips which speak the truth no 

credence gain, 
That wealth and every gift of earth 

should crown 
The guilty head and fill polluted hands! 
So shall Mankind come finally to learn 
That neither vengeful In ess nor jealousy 
Are attributes of an omniscient God. 



[8] 
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Haocobn (Concluded 
Nor does the soul of man find its true wealth, 
In heaped-up larder and in bursting bin, 
Nor can external hostile powers break 
The spirit that has penetrated far 
Into the inner fastness of itself 
And knows itself at last invulnerable. 



[9] 
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peautp anb tfje peas* 

The harsh and ragged thorn-bush 
No harm or menace holds 

For the Mariposa Lily 
He tenderly enfolds. 



[JO] 





©on ©mxote 

Who would exchange thy madness* genial ray 
For a sane world where all is dull and gray? 

If we drank a draught of Lethe 

Before we came to earth, 
That we might not pine for Heaven, 

But be reconciled to birth, 
May that same drink await us, 

When we have done with breath, 
That we long not to return here, 

But be reconciled to death. 
For close are ties of friendship 

And sweet, earth's sounds and sights, 
Deep, deep be that potation 

To drown these dear delights! 

[11] 




If we presume to thank Thee 

Lord, teach us so to pray 
That our gratitude offend not 

"The least of these" today. 

Let us not smugly bless thee , 
For "bounties" they have not; 

Be it our only privilege 
To share the common lot. 

And so of all our praises 
The burden, Lord, shall be 

"We bless Thee for the gladness 
Born of fraternity; 

That though mid baffling failures 
"We still may blindly grope, 

Thou hast not left life's labyrinth 
Without the clue of hope." 



[J2] 
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W&t ?|eroesi ot tfje flfttantc 

Though called upon their lives to give 
When most they hoped to laugh and live, 
These spirits death "stabbed broad awake" 
Knew how slight toll the sea could take, 
For true invulnerability 
Dwells at the core of agony. 
When "from the perils of the deep " 
Priests prayed their God these lives to keep, 
That yet the sepulture have found 
Which knows no Christian burial mound, 
We dare not say the words of prayer 
Were spent upon the empty air, 
For surely God, who heard, gave heed, 
And sent men courage at their need. 
The spectral fear that walks the wave 
He bade his well-beloved brave, 
And let the losing of their life 
Proclaim them victors in that strife, 
Which on the land as on the sea 
Soul must with Sense wage ceaselessly. 

[13] 




] speak not only for the self ] am, 
But voice my nameless dead, who left no sign 
That they discerned Life's mystery divine 
And knew themselves both tiger and 
meek Iamb. 

What I have done wifh ease, they wrought 
with pain. 

The ugly things that no alurement held 
For me, they grappled with in that dark eld 
And left the victory written in my brain. 

Their nameless longings conscious in 
me burn; 

And every fair ideal ] treasure most 
Is my inheritance from that dim host 
"Who bravely met Life's challenge, wild 
and stern. 
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Cfce ©cfierteb Cabins! of -puma* 

Where the sparkling Feather River 
Leaps and dances on its way, 

Linger countless crumbling cabins, 
Landmarks of a bygone day. 

How eloquent these shelters 

Crude as mountain grizzly's lair, 

Of man's immortal hopefulness, 
Of what his heart will dare! 

"What gilded dreams of splendor 
Those camp-fires must have known! 

What shadow-shapes of happiness 
Those mounting flames have thrown! 

What love-light must have glistened 
In the lonely miner's eyes 

As he dreamed of lifting burdens 
From hearts 'neath harsher skies! 



[15] 
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Concluded 

And as the Feather River 

Leapt and danced upon its way, 

The miner's heart kept pace with it 
Though he was doomed to stay. 

For it sang a song of gold to him 
So golden were its gleams. 

His heart to him of gold did sing 
And golden were his dreams. 

Man is happy in a hovel 
If hope but with him stay. 

He is wretched in a palace 
If you take his dreams away. 



[J6] 
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Wo a ifelobeir ©eab &utfjor 

] sit and read, and read myself into thy very 
heart; 

At thy behest my eyes grow gay or tears of 
pity start; 

"Why so insatiate, then, am 1? Fain would I 
understand 

"Why it should mean so much to me to clasp 
a living hand. 

Perhaps because best thoughts refuse to flow 

into the pen, 
And only pass from soul to soul 'twixt leal 

and loving men, 
"When in the silence, full of speech that 

neither understands, 
Both know that they are strangely fed by 

clasping of their hands. 



[17] 




W$t <®H of 6Iatautf* 

I would not have it so that Life should write 
Mere resignation on my aged brow. 

Let me hold fast the ardor and the light 
That gladden earth and heaven for me now! 

And let me unaffrighted look on death 
Assured that mortal pangs are throes of 
birth; 

Yet spite of all the Other-worldling saith, 
Let me not scorn our homely, blessed earth. 



[18] 




Itygmaltou 

(3 $lea for Galatea) 

Consider well ere thou evoke to life 
That marble loveliness to be thy wife. 
Those snowy arms whose praises thou dost 
sing, 

Thou canst not know how tightly they will 
cling. 

Bethink thee, sculptor, if thy cunning hand 
Be matched with heart, her heart to under- 
stand; 

When she demands of thee she knows not 
what, 

Will all thy present raptures be forgot? 
If thou canst slake the thirst thou darest 
create 

To bid her live thou needst not hesitate. 



[19] 





I'd not disparage those who fight and bleed 
For freedom. Nor do ] disdain 
Their eloquence, who publicly defend 
The trampled millions, fate denies a tongue. 
But now ] celebrate another sort 
Of liberator, who, unheralded, doth come, 
And frees the singing bird within the heart 
Of those he looks upon and notices. 
"They hardly know themselves they are 

so grown/' 
Their thoughts felicitously phrased 
Find ready utterance from lips unsealed 
And laughter bubbles like a wayside spring, 
From undreamed reservoirs within their souls. 
How shall we thank him who doth set us free 
From caution and distrust and 

well-weighed words? 
Him whom to please we need but be ourselves 
Assured that he both loves and understands! 
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& Circus! Crotob 

This oval mass of twenty thousand souls 
That from one throat seems to emit its roar, 
That like the murmurings of primeval woods 
Proclaims by indrawn breath its interest tense, 
Is not the unit that the eye beholds. 
An ego-centric universe withstands 
This vast aglomeration that we see, 
And Whitman knew whereof he testified 
When he proclaimed a myriad of supremes, 
Each countervailing none, yet each replete 
With meaning, with importance and 

with power. 
If it be hard to love mankind en masse, 
Yet can we view with tenderness each soul 
That comes within the orbit of our ken, 
Because it is so like the thing we are, 
Is so important and so pivotal, 
So indispensable to life's great web, 
So august in its challenge of our scorn. 

[213 




& defense at JWebtocvttp 

Shall Tell the only archer be to speed an 
arrow? 

Must we intolerant scorn the simple sparrow 
Because the nightingale our ear doth capture? 
Contentment hath its note no less than 
rapture. 

To our Creator's less fastidious ear 
Mayhap the singing locust is more dear, 
For ceasing not to celebrate life's gladness 
\Phen burning noontide turns lark's joy to 
sadness. 



[22] 




3fa Jffltaston Dolores Cemeterp 

] wandered sad amid so much decay, 

When those long silent voices seemed to say: 

"Mourn not that o'er our graves rank weeds 

should grow; 
They tell that tears no longer for us flow. 
No heart is breaking that our mortal life 
Calls us no more to joy and pain and strife. 
Wherever ivy doth the rankest spread 
Above the quiet, unresentful dead, 
Rejoice with us whose souls now 'rest in 

peace,' 

Because all grief for us hath time's surcease." 
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Wi)t <§arbener to tfje Meeb 

Poor little John the Baptist, 

Forever giving place 
That one more excellent than thou 
May win life's cruel race! 

Although 1 must uproot thee, 
'Tis not with ruthless hand; 
Gladly would ] console thee, 
"Would make thee understand. 

In thy successor's triumph 

Thou'lt have thy unseen share; 

We may not measure, thou and 1, 
"What wonders we prepare. 

And if thou goest gladly 

Mayhap thy generous soul 
Shall come back in a fitter garb 
Ere many seasons roll. 

If we should then behold thee 

A lily pure and white, 
"We'll recompense the flower 
For the weed's neglected plight. 

[24] 
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The aspens dance deliriously, 

And clap their joyous hands; 
The pine boughs nod benignly, 

Like Age that understands; 
The chipmunks stop to frolic 

Amid their serious quest, 
While unproviding butterflies 

Think just to live is best. 
The brooklet in its hurry 

Does not forget to sing 
The praises of this paradise 

That it is traversing. 



[25] 
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g>an gfotomo Minion 

Though solitude enfolds this ancient fane, 
And cattle roam unchecked through its 
domain, 

Though mission bells no longer call to prayer, 
Startling the silence of the slumbrous air, 
Kind Heaven still its mead of praise receives 
Among the cozy coverts of these leaves, 
For pensive wood-doves chant the "Miserere" 
While lilting larks and linnets sing "Hail 
Mary." 



[26] 




& tE$ougf)t Jfot: <&oob Jfrtbap 

Ye who with streaming eyes the cross behold 
Where Jesus died in those dim centuries old, 
Is it no care of yours that gallows stand 
And daily claim their victims in our land? 

Ye that most loudly call upon His name, 
Dare ye forget the reason why He came 
"To open prisons," "bid the bound go free;" 
Oh, will ye chain His hands eternally? 



[27] 
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influence 

" It is by the goodness of some souls that 
other souls are sustained in life." 

— Maeterlinck. 

Deem not that what thou art can pass unseen, 
Nor knowest thou what souls upon thee lean. 
Thy failure would for them mean sure defeat, 
Because thou falterest not their lives stay sweet. 
What in thy inmost shrine of life thou art, 
Thou hast the hidden power to impart 
Not by the conscious effort of thy will, 
But by thy presence, pure, benign and still. 



[29] 
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"2Be (^uatttm* non e*t 

Some things so vastly urgent seem to me 
That others slight and deem of no account, 
] sometimes think 1 only am awake 
And all about me wander in their sleep. 
And then 1 see these so bestir themselves 
"Where 1 quiescent and indifferent sit, 
That they persuade me it is 1 who sleep 
While all about me wake and live their life. 

21 Jf orest Jf ancp 

I sometimes think the happy things 
That in the woodland dwell, 

Drink from a deeper fount than we 
And know that all is well. 

[30] 




"Hfotmtatton* of Smmortalttp" 

The aged patience in a boy's thin face, 
A blind man's gentle unaccusing smile, 
A brave heart's struggle anguish to beguile, 
Love dwelling in a form devoid of grace, 
All unfulfilled and wistful, frustrate things 
Bid my soul cherish the unproven hope 
That they who plod with pain or 

blindly grope, 
Shall know at last the blissfulness of wings. 



[31] 
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There are as many of my selves, 1 find, 
As 1 have friends or foes to wound or bind. 
The shapes old Proteus could put on at will, 
By their compulsion I must carry still, 
For I assume the form they designate 
By their indifference, or love, or hate. 
To "be myself" ] seem not wholly free 
Unless 1 find myself, dear friend, in thee. 



Unbranded he, unclaimed and free 
He roams the wide plains oyer; 
Yet no one knows how wistfully 
With ordered herd he longs to be 
This wild, unbridled rover. 

[32] 
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iHan tfce Jffleasfure ot 811 Wop* 

The saint is better than his sanctity, 
The sinner, something different from his sin, 
And goodness is a pest if it becomes 
Mere law external that we must obey. 



The brook the forest's choir is, 

On days of silent calm, 
And in this vast cathedral 

The incense is pine balm. 

But when the wind sweeps through the 
trees, 

Thunder, like billows' roar, 
Relieves the forest's surcharged heart 
That was so still before. 



[33] 
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Ko a 3|erb of ^tx&ty Cotoa 

Ye drink refreshment from shade-dappled 
stream, 

] quaff content from your deep, placid 

eyes; 

A. sense of being, — better than the gleam 
Of all ambitions that befool the wise. 
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0 Vtiiamtp'si #race 

] thank Thee not for goals attained, 
Nor for my store of barn or bin, 

But for the hope that still remained 
When each new prize ] failed to win. 

And so ] pray not for success; 

Let others win who count the cost. 
Illusion still my pathway bless! 

I'll make no moan for real things lost. 

[34] 



HOME USE 



CIRCULATION DEPARTMENT 
MAIN LIBRARY 

This book is due on the last date stamped below. 
1 -month loans may be renewed by calling 642-3405. 
6-month loans may be recharged by bringing books 

to Circulation Desk. 
Renewals and recharges may be made 4 days prior 
to due date. 

ALL BOOKS ARE SUBJECT TO RECALL 7 DAYS 
AFTER DATE CHECKED OUT. 



AfP 9 1975 /* 

RECEIVED BY 

JUL U 198^ 



CIRCULATION DEPT. 



LD21— A-40m-5,'74 
(R8191L) 



General Library 
University of California 
Berkeley 



GENERAL LIBRARY - U.C. BERKELEY 



UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA LIBRARY 




